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And then, who mute and trembling liest here,

Thy face in hostile anger turned from me,

Earewell!    We now must part forevermore.

There was one moment when I vainly thought

That thou couldst feel, that thou couldst more than hate,

When I imagined the eternal gods

Had made us for each other, thee and me;

But that is   past, and now farewell, once more.

Twice hasfc thou saved the stranger's life, Medea.

This I shall cherish, and I thank thee for it.

When in my far-off home, in years to come,

I tell the story to my listening friends,

And they shall ask and urge: Eor whom the tear

That sparkles strangely in thy manly eye?

Then painful recollection will o'erpower me,

And I shall say: Medea was her name,

And she was beautiful and was majestic,

But in her bosom beat no human heart.

The confession of her love is finally "wrung from her
when her father, in his fury, attempts to strike Jason
down. She entreats ./Betes to accept Jason as his son,
but merely provokes his curse:

JJUetes.

Thou hast deceived me and betrayed.

Never more shalt thou enter my house!

Thou art cast out like the beast in the wilderness,

Shalt die among strangers alone.

Follow him, thy lover, to his home,

Share his bed, his errors, his shame!

Live a stranger among strangers,

Mocked at, despised, and jeered by the crowd!

He for whom thou forsakest father and country,

Himself shall despise thee and mock.

When stilled his desire, when dead is his lusty

Thou shalt stand and wring thy hands, I peace, and now breathe war.
